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EDITORIAL 


I am still getting completed 
questionnaires from a few readers 
and this week it was a form 
from Stephane and John of Essex 
which took my eye. They 
indicated they love stories 
about two women grappling in 
everyday circumstances but 
do not enjoy mixed ring wrestling 
at all. "We like to have the 
women losing their everyday 
clothing whilst fighting" they 
write "and for them to finish 
in their sexy underwear or 
naked. More photos please 
of the fights you write about 
with the loser crying at the 
end of the fight and begging 
for mercy". 

Thank you Stephane and 
John. J.N. writes to me from 
Sweden and he too likes every 
day situations with the women 
doing spectacular grips and 
throws, with the contest ending 
with one girl sitting on the 


face of the other. He also 
likes scenes where the lovers 
have a quarrel and the man 
gets verv phvsical but in the 


end the girl has her conquest. 
However, unlike Stephane and 
John he wants to have more 
stories and pictures of mixed 
wrestling in a ring. Ah well, 
you can't please all the folk 
all the time can vou. 

Now for some really great 
news. I have always been puzzled 
by the seemingly automatic 
certification of some of our 
wrestling videos as R.18, instead 
of an ordinary 18. One would 
have thought that the Restricted 
(R) certificate would have 
been reserved for the so-called 
sex videos and not used for 


vids of women or mixed wrestling. 
Videos with an 'R' certificate 
can only be purchased at Licenced 
Sex Shops and so those of you 
who usually order from us through 
the mail order system cannot 
do so, but have to make the 
trip to our shop in Greek Street, 
London. However, the good 
news is that our two most recent 
titles submitted to the B.B.F.C. 
have been given an 18 certificate 
which means you CAN have them 
through the post. 1 have every 
sympathy with those responsible 


for deciding on certification 
as it is a new law and a new 
procedure. They cannot be 


blamed for erring on the side 
of caution at first, but now, 
hopefully, they have come to 
the conclusion that the videos 
we make under the 'Rare Flair' 


banner are not sex videos, 
but authentic wrestling and 
cat-fighting between girls 


who thoroughly enjoy the sport. 
The two new titles are 

TOPLESS OIL WRESTLING ۸ 

and SUPER SANDY SCOTT AGAINST 


THE BLACK WIDOW. Needless 
to say I can recommend both 
of them. I enjoyed them and 


I know you will. You will 
find details for getting your 


Until the next issue, I 

wish you happy grappling, enjoy 
this edition of  F.G.M. and 
remember I am always happy 
to have your letters and, where 


possible, your photos or 
drawings. 
Sincerely, 
BRUCE RAYNARD 


personal copies of these videos = 


elsewhere in this issue. 

Another little publication 
I can only describe as ৪ 
Collectors Item for anyone 
in the least interested in 
the female fighting scene is 
the MISS MITZI MUELLER RETIREMENT 
SOUVENIR. Unfortunatelv we 
have only been able to obtain 
verv limited supplies of this 
rare booklet and that is whv 
you will not find an order 
coupon Հո this F.G.Monthiv. 
However, if you want a copy 
you can write to Swish 
Publications, 47, Great Guildford 
Street, London SE1 OES asking 
for this Souvenir and enclosing 
your remittance of £5, and 
while stocks last we will be 
happy to meet your orders. 


WOMEN WIN AT THE WELLS. 
WHERE THE MALE TRIES TO SURVIVE 
IN THE WORLD OF FEMALE FITNESS. 


JANINE looked toward the 
glass, door hesitated a moment, 
then turned abruptly and went 
directly into the bedroom. 
She pulled out several of the 
most delicate օք her blouses, 


finally selecting the light 
green silky foldover. After 
some careful thought, she drew 
out a light tan wool skirt 
with a small check. These 


would do nicely, she thought, 
to grab Shelly's new father- 
in-law. Her daughter was ٥ 
more than a two week bride, 
and already she had been able 
to arrange for her mother and 
sisters to enter the agency 
Wesley and his father owned 
to conveniently located in 
the west country where Shelly 
first met Wesley. Shelly was 
a little secretive during their 
times together. 

Every time Janine met Shelly 
in London there had been more 
than a little hesitation in 
defining the relationship she 
had with Wesley, but here and 
there, small bits slipped out, 
and Janine sensed that Shellv 
was really working through 
a planned program of some sort. 
Wesley and his father were 
unusual in that they were all 
that remained from the family 
that had lived for Տօ many 
years in a decidely warmer 
climate a thousand miles awav. 
Several unpleasant events 
occurred which left them the 
sole survivors with enough 
money between them to begin 
a new life back in England 
and set up a new and different 
agency involved in specialised 


WOMEN 


WIN' 


real estate. Their experience 
abroad placed them in a good 
position to know just how to 
make these specialities proper. 


With no sisters, brothers, 
aunts, uncles, grandparents, 
or other relatives, Wes 5 


verv subdued even in his business 
dealings for his father. Harold, 
on the other hand, was 
gregarious, self important 
despite his losses, and assumed 
direction of the new enterprise 
easily. He had hired Shelly 
the day she applied as a 
certified real estate broker. 
They immediately set up a 
relationship by their mutual 
involvement in physical fitness 
programs and workout schedules, 
equipment, philosophies on 
health, the sport of wrestling. 
favourite spas, and their 
differing preferences for 
trainers. Wesley had different 
views on the sports scene from 
his fathers, however, and when 
he met Shelly, he realised 
immediately that while he 
was physically stronger, with 
nearly four stone difference 
in their weight, to begin with, 
he could never imagine her 
less physically and mentally 
fit than he was. His feeling 
about himself was always that 
he was awkward in his movements, 
somewhat slow and deliberate 
in his mental grasp of 
situations, but usually right 
in the end. His father, however, 
never backed down from anyone, 
and was usually ahead of everyone 
on the up take, particularly 
in social situations, but in 
most other things as well. 


Wes always remembered the first 
meeting between his father 
and Shelly, when she arrived 
for her interview. 

"Good morning, Ms....ah...your 
name ?" his father faltered 
under her determined gaze. 
"Shelly", she answered quickly 
and simply, but with a rich, 
full voice, carefully modulated, 
with a slight touch of sweetness 


in it, strangely enough, "and 
you are the father and son 
owners of the 5۲ His 


father burst out, "I am Harold, 


this is Wesley, and 1 know 
you will enjoy working here 
with us. We need vour expertise. 


Wells is a particularly sensitive 
business, and we don't alwavs 
deal in just locations, but 
with many different people 
also. A woman here is absolutelv 
necessarv now in our. business 
since almost everv contact we 
make is female. The qualitv 
of soil and waters near the 
surface makes all the difference 
to these new enterprises women 
are developing. It's amazing 
how many remote farms are 
becoming small industries, 
here, in the states, in Europe, 
South America everywhere. 
These spas become indispensible 
for the physical fitness effect 
on women. Just great, and 
we have always been lucky 

in finding these hard to find 
spots everywhere. They are 
really small and unnoticeable, 
but we can sniff them out well 
enough, now isn't that so Wes?" 

Wesley was so taken with Shelly 
on this first sight that he 
didn't bother to answer his 


father right away. 

heard me didn't you? 
you might show Shelly 
the departments for a while 
and I can make some necessary 
enquiries before we talk about 
arrangements," his father 
suggested. Shelly turned to 
look at Wesley, and he realised 
that she was not all that 
beautiful to make him feel 
as insecure as he felt, but 
her eyes told him he was to 
be a dutiful escort. Shelly 
was of medium height with 
attractive, medium length hair 
flowing in short, comfortable 
waves about her head. Her 
figure was noticeably full, 
her breasts tightening the 
fabric of her blouse, and her 
long legs giving evidence ۶ 
workouts that didn't permit 
much flab. The muscular tone 
of her upper thighs pressed 
clearly through the satiny 
fabric of her skirt. Her nails 
on her tapered fingers glistened 
red, and though her skin was 
delicately coloured by the 
sun lamp, her arms and hands 
were firmly fleshed out, 
decorated with several brilliant 


"Wes, you 
Perhaps 
around 


rings of unusual design. Wes 
cautiously ventured, "If you 
wish, we might explore the 


soil sampler vats, since that 
is the source of the business. 


It is amazing how subtle the 


aroma is from all those 
minerals". "I'll look at them, 
and smell the aroma, if you 


can manage to lead me there", 
Shelly countered, with a 
questioning look in her eye. 
"Oh, yes, of course, yes, I 
know the way, if you wish," 
Wes muttered in his confusion. 

Two weeks later, they were 
married, in a manner of speaking. 
There was a contract signed 
by Wesley and endorsed by Janine, 
Shelly's mother, and by Pearl 
and Miriam, Shelly's sisters. 
Harold, Wesley's father was 
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also required to sign this 
contract, as 'co-respondent 
with his son to the terms it 
contained. Harold thought 
the contract was good for his 
son and enjoyed knowing its 
provisions also had bearing 
on his involvement with Wesley's 
bride's familv. He had managed 
to hire four people instead 
of one bv this contract, and 
with less outlav than had he 
hired four people separatelv. 


Փ 


Harold also thought it was 
good that all these women would 
represent his company and the 


wonderful health products 176 
produced, even though it did 
force him to place Shelly's 
mother, Janine, above Wesley 
in the pecking order of 
authority. Since the contract 


also stipulated that Harold 
himself had to consult Janine 
on any and all decisions about 
the product, if he ever wanted 
to change anything at all about 
it, or the advertising that 
promoted it, he realised he 
would have to be careful not 
to let her take over. Miriam 
joined the advertising staff, 
and Pearl would work with ٤ 


and him in finding the land 
that had the right soil for 
their use. Shelly became the 


one member of the family in 
the mostly male real estate 
division. She knew a lot about 
buying useless land at 0 
prices. 

Miriam was older than Shellv, 
a light haired, blonde, with 
a sense of humour, slender, 
and a few inches taller than 
Shellv. Pearl was the quick 
one, with a sharp eje, much 
like her mother, Janine. They 
both wore their hair long and 
maintained excellent bodies. 
They knew all about the Wells 
Ltd., product, that mud like 
emulsion made from natural 
minerals and clavs in various 
soils throughout the islands. 


Janines carefully selected 
outfit, with the green blouse 
and lightly checked wool skirt, 
would really do well in 
convincing Harold that she 
was not one to take his business 
away from him, she thought 
to herself, as she sat 
comfortably in the cab which 
she had directed to the location 
of the new spa. She would 
have time at this occasion 
to show Harold her real strength, 
but that would be later. That 


wonderful suite on the upper 
deck, with one entry locked 
electronically, was going to 


be her arena for her control 
of this company. She would 
never have to bother with stocks 
and controlling interests; 
they would come էօ her and 
to Shelly easily in that room. 


Miriam and Pearl would have 
their pick of anv male working 
in the entire business, at 
the snap of a finger. And 
it would not take long. After 
all, Shellv had met Wes a month 
ago, was married, or had made 
Wes and Harold sign the contract 
within two weeks, and now thev 
were all well embedded in the 
company after only two addi tional 
weeks of sparing with the 
delectable weak-willed and 
foolishly romantic owners. 

The cab stopped in front 
of the large, impressive opening 
of the Wells III Spa, a beautiful 
structure, with full  curving 
outlines throughout, emphasising 
feminity, with exciting but 
soft burnished aluminium 
stripping from floor to roof 


against the soft yellow and 
lavender stucco. As Janine 
mounted the shallow steps, 
the large doors swung inward 
automatically and she walked 
onto the plush carpeting of 
the foyer. Her crisp attire 


brought everyone to quick notice 
as she went confidently to 
the rear office complex. Harold 


stood attentively as Janine 
approached him in the spacious 
suite of rooms that would be 
the operating nerve centre 
of the whole structure. "Hello, 
Janine," Harold offered 
cordially, "we are about ready 
to begin, so would you care 
to accompany me to the 


boardroom?" Janine looked 
him over carefully and then 
suggested, "I would like to 
lead you to the conference 
room, Harold. You know, there 
can't be much that happens 
here from now on without mv 
approval, since we have signed 


the contract between you and 
Weslev and me and mv daughters, 
so perhaps you would do well 
to follow me, watch mv movements 
from behind, and if you wish, 
ogle my legs a bit. Wouldn't 


you enjoy that, Harold?" 
Harold's confidence ۵ 
slightly but he fell in behind 
Janine as she paraded before 
him into the long hall leading 
at the far end to the conference 
room. 

Janine's calves and ankles 
held Harold transfixed as she 
moved with elegant grace down 
the hall. He began to trot 
after her like the puppy he 
was, under his gregarious 
exterior. Harold was a good 
looking man, well  coiffed, 
nicely dressed in a  tweedy 
way, and with very polished 
manners. Inside, he never 
felt convinced that he should 
every really "own" a 0 
to decorate his life. His 
late wife had been buxom, 
earthy, and somewhat a turnoff 


for him in 
strong way she wanted him at 


the deliberate, 


times. He tried to live up 
to her needs, and to actually 
take her, as they came together 
in ‘closeness. Still, it wasn't 
for him to enjoy her, really 
and to take her that way made 
him often go slack just at 
the wrong ۰ Janine's 
very affirmative delicacy got 
to him in another way, a way 
he kept strict control of inside 
his personality. Now, with 
this capitualtion to her and 
her daughters in that miserable 
contract had him a little shaky. 
Why did he do it? Wes really 
wanted. Shelly, and went right 
ahead with it, signing happily, 
not knowing what it could really 
mean to both of them. His 
reverie was broken as Janine 


stopped and held the door for 
a moment before going ahead 
of him. She pointed to a seat 
to her right as she sat down 
at the head of the large oval 


table. The other directors 
started filing in and taking 
their places. Shellv- sat 
opposite Harold and directed 


Wes to the chair next to her. 


Pearl 
along the panelled wall behind 


Miriam and sat poised 


Janine. The next few hours 
were devoted to the new contract 


and a signing all around the 
table by the officers. They 
all had numerous questions 
and reservations about the 


new direction the companv would 
take and the strong part Janine 
and her family would now have 
in its progress, but the ideas 


Shellv advanced, and the firm 
answers Pearl gave to everv 
question slowly smoothed out 


the dissentions and fears of 
the seven men and three women 
who directed the affairs of 
The Wells Ltd. The three women, 
Alice, Heather, and Fiona were 


secretly aroused by Jani ne's 
control. They had tried to 
gain some larger authority 


in the management sector since 
the product was essentially 
directed towards a female market, 
but the males had consistently 


put them down. There was 
resentment, but only Alice 
was able to pull her weight 
with two of the men, Warren 


and Phillip. The others were 
unassailable even by the female 
allure that all three women 
possessed but were cautious 
to use. Now they felt a new 
surge of desire to flaunt that 
allure enough to draw ‘these 
two males at least into a web 
of compliance with their desires 
and judgements. 

As the meeting finally broke 
up, Shelly drew Wes aside and 
told him to go out to the pub 
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. however. 


next door and see if he could 
bring in some small plates 
of food for himself and for 
her as well as for Pearl, since 
they would all be there for 
many hours  redesigning the 
land appropriation policies 
in the real estate division. 
Wes  hurried down the stairs 
to the road, and as he went 
out the door, he caught a glimpse 
of Janine leading his father 
to the elevator which went 
only to the private suite on 
the top floor. 

Harold was sent into the 
shower room when he and Janine 
arrived in the upper. suite, 
told to wash down, and to fit 
սք into the best suit 0 
out on the centre table. Janine 
did not shower, but did choose 
a new tight swimsuit designed 
more for exercise, since both 
leg holes and arm holes were 
very elongated for maximum 
movement. As she slipped the 
tight lycra up her body, she 
was pleased to see how 
domineering her toes looked 
with their pointed oval contours 


and brilliant red polish. 
Her fingernails too had been 
done similarly. That new shop 
had a meticulous manicurist 
and pedicurist. He had spent 


so much time on her feet and 
hands that Janine could have 
tipped him a full five pounds, 
but had instead touched the 
tips of two fingers to her 
mouth, letting a little saliva 
drool onto them before placing 
them, wet and slipperv, օո 
his lips. He had actually 
bowed in a supplicant way and 
seemed overwhelmed with the 
tribute. He got no extra money, 
Still that was last 
week. Her nails showed wear. 
Janine was pleased with Harold 
when he emerged, fresh, in 
a new workout. suit nicely 
fashioned from a cotton and 
polyester fabric in a light 
plum colour. He had been 
surprised when he saw that 
all the workout suits on the 


۱ 
the mens 


table in dressing 
room were fairly pastel shades 
of all colours. There were 
no plain white, grey, black, 


or even tan there, so he chose 
the best he could find in the 


light plum colour. It made 
him feel weaker than he was, 
he knew, but then he never 


thought to decide on anvthing 
like the colour օք mens gym 
suits. He had brought his 
lists of workout routines, 
and gave a copy to Janine as 
she settled on the warm up 
bike. He started to do the 
same, but she told him to just 
hold on. Then she convinced 
him to lie on his back for 
15 minutes on the tilted bench 
to relax all muscles before 
doing his strenuous workouts 
on the machines. 

After 15 minutes on the bike, 
she spent 20 more on the 
machines, and 15 at the bar 
stretching her calves and thighs. 
"Now that muscles are toned 
up, flexible and relaxed, do 
you think you can compete with 
me in the wrestling room, Harold? 
Janine asked casually. "T 
should tone up on the machines, 
but I think I caneasily compete 
without that", Harold boasted 
with his usual carefree attitude. 


As they faced each other 
on the wrestling mat, Janine 
unsnapped a long ' strip of 
matching cloth panel that 
stretched from snaps at her 
belly-button under her crotch 
back up to her waist at her 
rear. At her crotch in front 
and back, the strip swelled 
to a large oval, and when 
removed, it showed a similarly 
shaped open area in her suit 


exposing both her front and 
back openings. She knelt on 
the mat, laying the panel, 
aside delicatelv. "1 am so 


sweatv, that part of this outfit 
become s very uncomfortable", 
she said casually. Harold 
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gulped in a few quick breaths 
and then knelt opposite Janine 

prepared to do what, he didn't 
know. How could a woman wrestle 
a man and why? He would easily 
pin her in minutes, and then 
what would he do, considering 
that she was his son's mother- 
in-law and a controlling member 
of the firm now. Maybe he 
would pull the string on his 
pants, drop his briefs once 
he had her down. No, he couldn't 
do that, he thought, but then, 
why not? She wanted to wrestle, 
didn't she. This was all well 
and good, until at that moment, 


Miriam entered the room, fully 
dressed. "Oh, Miriam, how 
good of you to come, the 


duplicate opener worked I see. 
Now, you make sure Harold does 
not use his right arm nor his 
left leg. If he does, you 
know, he must encounter me 
for, one minute defenceless, 
each offence", Janine instructed 
clearly. "Of course, Jan, that 
is standard in mixed wrestling, 
as you must know, Harold", 
she addressed him patronisingly. 
"Begin now", Miriam instructed. 


Harold moved towards Janine, 
extending his left arm. "Wait", 
she said purposefully. "TF 


8 hold can't be broken by the 
opponent, the one caught must 
fulfill any and all requirements 
demanded by the holder without 
any objection, though the one 
caught can ask for mercy in 
as many ways as he or she can 
think of to get out of the 
hold, understood?" Janine 
carefully outlined. A 
understand", Harold replied 
forcefully, "but what I can't 
understand is how you got into 
this kind of thing". He dropped 
his left arm and let out ৪ 
kind of sigh, perplexed. "We 
were unknown to each other 
a month ago," he continued, 
trying to clear his mind, "in 
a business discussion a few 
minutes ago, and now we are 
facing each other as wrestlers, 
a man wrestling a woman, really, 
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now, I do find it all amazing, 
don't you?" 

Janine smiled, but offered 
very little to help him settle 
his thoughts. Instead, she 
argued, "With one arm and one 
leg restricted, you may be 
less than my equal, and it 
is part of our business to 
promote fitness in every way. 
Wrestling is necessary and, 
in fact, it might help develop 
attitudes about who has the 
leading position in this firm, 
wouldn't you agree?" "Oh, 
most certainly", Harold 
countered, “but I'm not holding 
back with you. I will only 
agree էօ the arm and leg 
restriction. Is Miriam here 
to help you out as well?" 
Janine looked to Miriam archly, 
and assured Harold, "Yes, she 
mày, but dressed as she is 
in a flowing silk, she can 
hardly engage very actively, 
I shouldn't think". 

With that, Janine reached 
with both hands for Harold's 
left arm, twisting it and forcing 
him to fall on his left shoulder 
to the mat. Harold twisted, 
encircling Janine's waist with 
his right leg, pinning her. 
He pulled his left arm free, 
threw it across her back, and 
forced her face into the mat. 
Both Janine's legs fell heavilv 
across Harold's left leg, 
trapping it and exerting pain 


in his upper thigh muscles. 
They were ۰ Who would 
be able to break the holds? 


Miriam walked over to the side 
of the mat facing their extended 


legs. "Is this leg of his 
pinned firmly under yours, 
mum," Miriam asked gleefully. 
Janine uttered a muffled "Yes, 
yes", "I can't resist the 
defenceless sole of his foot 
sticking out so invitingly," 
Miriam continued. With that, 


she leaned down and ran her 
fingernails up and down Harold's 
bare sole. At her touch, he 
shrieked. He was extremely 
ticklish on the soles of his 


feet. "Օհ, no..that's unfair", 
he yelped. With that, Janine 
pressed harder with her legs 
to hold Harold's tight. Miriam 
knelt down and began 
systematically scratching 
Harold's sole, harder and harder, 
pushed on by his frightened, 
pleading yelps. 
"Oh...UHH..0h..NO, No please, 
stop...Aeiiiyyee..Oh, no.. 
I can't stand  it...please," 
he screamed. Miriam laughed 
as she continued raking her 
nails over his sensitive skin. 


She loved hearing him helplessly 


yelling for mercy, and she 
gave none. Harold felt himself 
weakening under the insane 
tickling. Janine felt him 
weaken and suddeniv threw her 
weight against his arm over 
her back. She lifted up, 
wrenched around and fell over 
his upturned chest forcing 


the heel of her hand down onto 
his forehead. Using his forehead 
and her arm for leverage, she 
quickly rose up and straddled 
him sitting օո his. stomach, 
pinning his left arm with her 
right foot. Harold squirmed 
under her weight, but found 
himself looking down the long 
length of tanned, creamy thigh 
flesh into the pouting lips 
of her bulging, tantalising 
sex, with the curling dark 
tendrils of sily bush guarding 
those captivating portals, 
and his gaze softened into 
liquid surges Օք surrender 
to the ultimate allure of 
everything female. 


He felt the wanting swelling 
in his whole being and then 
his eyes focused upward to 
meet those of his conqueror, 
triumphantly smiling, softly 
glowing over his helpless 
subservience as she felt his 
will slip away to be replaced 


by desire so strong that his move, or try to...he has seen slipped out and down to splash 


whole personality literally my power so he can't resist on his cheek still warm and 
melted before her. She leaned me ۰ ۳0۷۰۰۰0 ahead..spit օո slippery as it tasted of 
slightly forward, keeping his his  face...he has to learn something like ۰ Miriam 
eyes glued to hers and slowly who is boss now," Janine spat on him four or five times 
let a long stream of her saliva encouraged and urged her before she had to stop with 
fall carelessly onto his daughter. Miriam was 7 the wet heat building in her 
forehead, running down over and more thick figured than own vagina. The thrill and 
his nose and left eye and on her mother with medium short excitement, quiet as it was, 
into his gaping ۰ He hair lying in light waves, of sullving a helpless mans 
gurgled a little and spluttered dips, and swirls on her head. face was something she had 
when he felt the warm liquid She had long fingers tipped never felt before. "Oh, Jan 
touch his skin, but he kept with deep red nails, and as I 1ove this..aren't we doing 
his adoring gaze trapped in she leaned over to spit on a terrible thing to him, and 
Janine's steady control of his Harolds face, her full tits he can't help himself, he adores 
view of her as she spit on slung up hard against her ۷ you, maybe even me," Miriam 
him again and again. Miriam cut sweater. Harold saw her burst out. 

softly exhaled a murmer, "Oh, tits swell in her sweater, He couldn't think, he just 
Jan, that is so exciting to and he experienced another yelled, then moaned. He felt 
watch, how you broke him so surge of weakness, along with a pair of hands twisting his 
quickly, and now to be able a bursting warmth and erotic ankles, and felt Miriam's silky 
to watch how you really smear swelling in his groin so that dress flow over his legs as 
his whole face with he had to try to tighten his she sat on his twisted legs. 
Spit...oooh...its...I don't thigh muscles and pull his legs His hip screamed out in protest, 
know..... it makes me  shiver tightly together underneath but she was just beginning. 

and want to do it to him...can Janines weight. He realised "Do you want mercy, 
I..really...please let me really that Miriam's mouth had opened Harold?...if you do you can 
soil his face...can I while and formed into a small circle beg" she coyly asked. 6. 
you hold him down?" "He won't as a long stream of saliva dimly heard her taunting, but 
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didn't know how to answer. 
"I'm listening, beaten wimp," 
Janine taunted again. "What 
do I have to do?" Harold asked 
pitifully. "What do 1 have 
to do"? Harold asked pitifully. 
"What would you think, you 
sad loser..maybe if you begged 
hard enough to be allowed to 
chew on my tonenails, I would 
ask Miriam to stop scratching 
the soles of your feet...would 


you like that?, Janine offered. 


"Yes...oh 016356... I . would 
like to chew your toenails, 
if you could make her stop 
uh..uh..uh', Harold sobbed, 


uncontrollably submissive now. 

He would have to accept 
humiliation from Janine 
constantiv. What if she made 
him do it in front of Wes and 
Shelly, or Pearl? Miriam already 
knew. Would there be other 
women invited to see his shame 
and helpless submission? "You 
poor boob", she ridiculed in 
a soft, voluptuous tone, "you 
are quite right to admit you 
are beaten by my pussy and 
my pussy alone, and we shall 


do the same to Wes...you will 
have to participate in these 
wrestling matches any time 


and any place any of us wish, 
you know...and you will always 
lose...female vaginas can beat 
you every time, don't you love 
that?" Eventually, we will 
make you almost mindless except 
for your desire to serve our 
whims and purposes and pleasures. 
As to the company, you will 
eventually only want the benefits 
of the company and your work 


the way we pass them on to 
you. You know, instead of 
money, you can have here and 


there glimpses of our pussies, 
and then, 
you will feel ‘our bodies. 

Miriam was somewhat on the 
slender side with a beautiful 
long face and cascading blonde 
luxurious hair to her shoulders. 
Her arms and hands were a bit 
bonv, but in an elegant sense, 
and she kept her self so well 
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we we wrestle you,. 


that any male she ever met 
was immediately immobilised 
by her in every way. She had 


to get a true sense of these 
new acquisition policies because 
the advertising department 
in which she worked was doing 
a whole public relations spread 
on it. As she read through 
the material, she could see 
that a publicitv campaign would 
be very possible. Her neck 
was getting stiff the more 
she read and planned in her 
mind. "Wesley", she suddeniv 
ordered, "come here behind 
my chair and massage my neck 
and shoulders, I feel so tight". 
Harold was shocked at what 
had gone on but as Pearl and 
Janine smi led triumphantly, 
and Wes became wide-eyed, he 
knew he would obey. 
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'BOTTOMS UP' FABIA 
obtains the winning 
Submission, as her 


beaten victim gives in. 


The helpless gir! 
writhes in agony 
as FABIA continues 
to pile on the 
pressure. 


FABIA calm, cool, and 
sultry, relaxes after 


an easy two to nil Win. 
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PLEASURABLE PINS 


Dear Editor, 


I much appreciated 2 
of FGM. The pictures of Amanda 
pinning Michael were quite 
out of this world. 

Also the story of the 


straddle pin down which was 
really great. 

I also park my car and 
see sometimes a courting couple 
indulge in wrestling where 
one will sit on the belly of 
the other. Many times I have 


climaxed in orgasm when astride 


a stomach. It is great to 
see both sexes sit on each 
other this way. 

Long may your magazine 
last. 


Y J.M. AMSTERDAM 1 


RIVAL 5 


Dear Bruce, 

Some time ago a reader 
wrote in a letter to your 
beloved! magazine that one 
of his favourite female fights 
would be a struggle between 
the fabulous sex star Raquel 
Welch and her Italian rival 
Claudia ۰ So far 
so good. 

At the same time however 
he predicted that Raquel would 
lose that encounter. Here 
I have to object. In my opinion 
it goes too far to point out 
Miss. Welch already as the loser 
before she had the opportunity 
to struggle it out with La 
Cardinale in an undoubted furious 


body to body duel, the way 
she battled in several films 
with other actresses. 

Raquel Welch is not the 
type of a loser, with her 
voluptuous body and impetuous 


temper she is hot to handle 
for another beauty in a fight. 

With my opponent (a fan 
of Cardinale?) I am 9 
for the day that my idol, with 
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in fierce 
grips with 


her buttocks shaking 
attack, comes to 
her Italian foe. 

I enclose a photograph 
of Raquel in full battle dress 
for another war, the eternal 
battle of beauty with her rival 
sexbombs. But you can see 


it օո the first sight; she 
is not easy to knock down. 
Let Cardinale defy her to a 
showdown in front օք their 
fans. What a terrific event 
that would be! 
R.B. ; 
4 A RAQUEL WELCH FAN 9৯ 
AMSTERDAM 7 

P.S. For the first time in 
my life 1 saw two months ago 
in å bar in Hamburg two strong 
blonde girls in tight blue 
jeans, in a remarkable fight, 
with their delicious buttocks. 
Arms hooked in arms, back to 


back, they wrestled bottom against 


bottom, straining, twisting 
and squeezing their buttocks 
in savage struggle. Their 
heads bowed backwards, they 
were panting heavily as both 
tried to defeat the buttocks 
of the rival and to push her 
in the ring of the frantic 


cheering of the public. 

After about fifteen minutes 
both wrestlers came to their 
boiling-point, their sweating 
bottoms struggling and squirming 
in agony, their hips twisting 
wildly. How evenly matched 
underneath these two beauties 
were. Neither of the proud 
gals would permit her opponent 


to beat her in this sensational 


battle of the buttocks. In 
the heat of the duel the girl 
with the biggest bosom suddenly 
felt oppressed and nearly got 
breathless. Groaning she fought 
fiercely back with her bottom 

against the pressing buttocks 
of her foe, but with her breasts 
shaking wildy she had to give 
up territory. 


At that moment two men 


interfered and ended a type 
of fight I had' never seen or 
heard before. 


CALLING ALL STRADDLERS 


Dear Editor, 

Please may we see more 
of Michael being pinned in 
the photos in No.22 of FGM2 
۸150 the storv of what straddling 
is all about was excellent. 
I have straddled and have been 
straddled many times and have 
observed many 1 tussle in parks 
etc. 

It is a pity that we could 


not form a "Pin Down Club" 
which is solely dedicated to 
the schoolboy/girl press. 


Where we could swap experiences 
perhaps even make a few videos 
for our own private viewing. 

Your readers may be 
interested to know that 18 
they visit Amsterdam there 
are several sex shops that 
will show you full sound colour 
videos in private cabins. 
Although the mixed wrestling 
videos are not in the same 
quality as others there is 
nevertheless some good qualitv 
ones with good female 6 
pins. 

Titles such as "Golden 
Boy v Gypsy Queen" really good 
long straddle pins in that 
one! "Little Liza v John" 
where a schoolgirl tussles 
with a boy. It all indoor 
stuff. Each video lasts about 
an hour, is good quality sound 
and colour, and they are all 
American films so, of course, 
all films are English spoken. 

The cost is approximately 
25 guilders per 1 hour showing 
which is under a tenner. 

I hope this has been of 
some interest to your readers. 

Perhaps other readers have 
enjoyed the same in places 
like Sweden, Germany or Denmark? 
If so perhaps they would write 
and let us know. 


Keep սք the good work. 
With all best wishes. 


A.J."STRADDLE FAN" LONDON 
E, 
ոռ ma, " 


Dear Editor, 


I enclose another օք my 


Pub Princess stories, which 
I hope you can use. Some 
critical response would be 
welcome. 


How do we get ensnared 
in the world of females fighting? 
My story started when I mwas 
but 1 small boy, and my father 
subscribed, in the 1950's, 
to the old Ring (boxing) 
Magazine. This contained a 
small wrestling section: News 
of the Mat World, and once 
the magazine was left open 
at this page. Amongst the 
hulks of male beefcake was 
a photograph of two heavy and 


sullen women, clad in bathing 
costume s and boots, one 
apparentiv taking a bite out 
of another's leg. Ugh, 1 
thought..but 1 took a sneakv 
look at the magazine everv 


month afterwards. 

Lots of pictures followed, 
of pretty women posing in bathing 
costumes, but no more of fighting 
action. No, women didn't really 
fight like men - I had imagined 
it. But then - puberty almost 
reached, there came a photograph 
to stop me in my tracks. Blonde 
Judy Grable being worked over 
by Mexican roughie Rita Cortez. 


I fell in 106 with both of 
them, but particularly Rita. 
Two slim and attractive young 
women, fighting for real. 
I felt good - goodness knows 
why. 


Next month, a photo feature 
on Women Հո Violent Action 
- the best picture was of two 
women fighting desperately 
on the ground sandwiching the 
poor referee. Then there was 
the buxom blonde Ada Ash with 


a leg scissors on the slim 
brunette Joan Ballard. 

I was hooked. Shortly 
afterwards came the Ring 


Wrestling magazine, every month 


with photos of lovely women 
in tight costumes, struggling 
and straining. I loved the 
bodies, the | strong thighs, 
the  coyly revealed breasts, 
the boots, the expressions 
of endeavour. I fell in love 


in turn with winsome Pat Sherry, 


exotic Margaret Garcia, cruel 
Japanese Kiyoko Seito, and 
the slim long-haired teenager 
Toni Rose, little more than 
my own age. 

Real girlfriends came and 
went. I saw two real girl 
fights - two young teenagers 


trying to throttle each other 
outside a bowling allev, and 
two girls picking on a third 
on the street. I fantasised 
to press cuttings about mini- 
skirted girl gangs fighting 
in Carlisle, and female street 
warfare in Sunderland. A friend 
actually saw a' real women's 
wrestling match and I asked 
him to tell me about it again 
and again. And everv month 
the Ring Wrestling, and now 
the Wrestling Revue as well. 


Student days in the mid- 
sixties. The first week I 
was at college I found a 


newsagents which sold all three 
editions of Girl Wrestling 
- a paradise. But real girl- 
friends were becoming more 
serious, and until one especially 
serious relationship broke 
up, my fantasies were elsewhere. 
Then, in misery, I chanced 
upon another newsagents, and 
on the soft-porn rack was 
some thing called Lesbiana. 
Lesbians they may have been, 
but for thirty shillings there 
were nude American hippies 
wrestling, topless big-bosomed 
girls, boxing, and stories the 
like of which I could never 
have imagined. Whatever happened 
to  Lesbiana? Oh for some 
reprints of those pictures 


and stories..... 

So to the 70's and married 
life. I saw my first real 
live girl wrestling bouts - 
didn't like the lardcake Hellcats 
and Klondies, didn't like the 
leotards and tights, but found 
enough to keep myself sneaking 
out to see them. OK it's rigged, 
but I'll settle for two well 
built young women getting to 
grips, struggling and straining, 
kicking and punching. I can 
believe it if I try. 

And now there's Women 
Wrestling and its successors, 
the occasional film night in 
London and, if I could ever 
get my act together, live topless 
fighting in London. But somehow, 
nothing stirs me more than the 
simple girl wrestlers of 
yesteryear - bathing costumes 
and boots, tits and thighs, 
and good honest sweat... 


by YAC 


Jim, the normally ebullient 
landlord of the Prince Albert, 
was a worried man. He had 
received the following letter, 
signed by most of the female 
regulars at his Fight Nights, 
and by a number of the males 
as well: 

"Dear Jim, 

Your last fight night was 
a disgrace and can have been 
designed to please only your 
most filthy-minded and perverted 
male customers. The so-called 
fight between two naked girls 
was disgusting and pathetic, 
and the championship fight 
was Obviously rigged so that 
your own dear Sammy would be 
the winner and so that the 
best girl would not have chance. 

Unless you clean up your 


19 


act and allow Susan to challenge 
Sammy to 1 proper return fight, 
with no gimmicks, we will stop 
supporting you". 

"What shall I do?" Jim 
asked me. "The nude fight 
was the bikers' idea, not mine, 
and Sammy and Susan both agreed 
the rules of theirs. It wasn't 
my fault that Sammy got out 
of control and after all, it 
was only revenge for what Susan 
did the time before". 

I advised Jim to advertise 
his next fight night as usual 
- the regulars would give him 
another chance - but that a 
change of referee would be 
a good idea. Luckily, Sammy 
Clarke had accepted Susan's 
challenge for a return 
championship bout - that should 
pull the crowds in - and Jim 
was already looking for another 
contest to give the crowd their 


money's worth. "You'd better 
keep away from the young girls 
this time", I warned, "Try 


to find someone a little more 
mature..." 


Claws 
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At that moment our 


conversation was interrupted 
by the delighted cheers of 
a group of young men in one 
corner of the bar, as one of 


their number was, to his great 
surprise, being  regaled by 
a Kissogram girl, charmingly 
dressed in a revealing French 
corset affair, suspenders and 
black net stoekings. The girl, 
in her late 20's and wearing 
a frothy ash-blonde wig, was 
carrying the job off superbly. 
She delivered her rhyming message 
and a sumputuous kiss. Just 
as she was smilingly retreating, 
the group was joined by a younger 
woman, a raven haired beauty 
dressed in a smart full-length 
fur coat. Walking determinedly 
to the centre of the group, 
she sought out the lucky young 
chap who had previously been 
the centre of attention, and 
to his enormous surprise, with 


deft movements, removed 5 
shirt, revealing a bare chest. 
Then, without warning, 6 


newcomer slid out of her fur 


garment, revealing herself 
entirely naked apart from a 
rudimentary g-string. To the 


enormous appreciation of 3811 
the customers now in the bar, 
she proceeded to nuzzle and 
fondle the young chap, who 
was clearly celebrating his 
birthday, or whatever, in some 
style. 

"You cheap bitch!" The 
cry silenced the room. It 


was the first Kissogram girl. 
"I've spent three years building 
this trade up, and you're going 


to ruin it by pulling your 
clothes off in public and 
behaving like a cheap tart". 
These comments were convincingly 
ignored bv the vounger girl, 
whose hand was now delving 


inside the voung chap's trousers. 
"111 teach you to spoil mv 
business", the first girl yelled, 
rushing across the room and 
yanking the other's long dark 
tresses. 

The dark girl relinquished 
the job in hand and turned 
on the other. "Piss off" she 
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screamed . "Just because you've 
not got å body to show. ۴ 
you don't leave me alone 1 
mark you for life..." 

"Right, you've said enough" 
retorted the first girl, and 
pulled the other's hair so 
hard that she fell with a crash 
to the floor. Just as she 
was commencing to kick the 
prostrate brunette in a most 
unladvlike fashion, Jim ran 
to intervene. "Ladies, ladies. 
I can't have vou fighting like 
she-cats in mv bar. Please. 
If you would like to settle 
your differences sportingly, 
why don't you come back here 
next Saturday evening, and 
you can do it privately before 
a discriminating audience". 


ddub 


The topless brunette got 
up slowly. "I will if she 
will" she said. "And you'd 
better tell her to take that 
stupid wig off, otherwise 1 
stuff it up her..." I'll be 


there", retorted the 
"And you'd best tell 


other, 
her to 


cover those droopv tits up, 
because no man will want to 
look at them after I've 
finished..." 


"Looks like you've got 


yourself another fight" I said 
to Jim å few minutes later, 
when the excitement had died 


down, and Jim had sold 30 £10 
tickets for the following 
Saturday to the customers in 


the bar. 
Oblivious of the  roars 
of the assembled spectators, 


the two women faced each other 
across the empty mat. Neither 
had fought before, and both 
were secretly wondering whether 
their display of bravado earlier 
in the week was justifiable. 
After all, there was room for 
two agencies in the area, 
especially as they both offered 
very different services. Marcia, 


who had called the 
bluff in the 
confrontation felt she 
Start the proceedings again, 
and struck a couple of open 
handed slaps across the others 
face. She had had it all her 
own way in the area for a year 
or two, and did not willingly 
want to lose part of a source 
of easy and enjovable income 
to a young, less attractive 
newcomer whose presentation 
relied on pure sex, rather 
than her own artistry. 

Topsy, the 21-year old 
proprietress of "Topsy's 
Toplessgrams' felt she had 
to respond, and grabbed Marcia's 


other's 
earlier 
must 


outstretched arm, trying to 
force it behind her back. 
However, she was unable to 
gain a proper grip, and not 


oniv could Marcia escape, but 
she was able to grab Topsy's 
long left leg and unbalance 
her, with the result that both 


women fell to a heap on the 
mat. Both seemed afraid of 
being caught defenceless on 
the mat and sprang to their 
feet, watching one 7 
warily from opposite sides 
of the small arena in Jim's 


pub's back room. 
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The audience of 50 or so 
people now had the chance to 
assess the two women while 
they slowly circled. Topsy, 
the younger, was the taller, 
with her striking long raven 
hair and rather fuller figure, 
accentuated by a somewhat” skimpy 


one-piece swimming costume 
in cherry red, contrasting 
nicely with a healty sun-tan. 
Marcia was slim and slight, 


a pretty figure in a blue bikini. 
Sensibly, she had left her 
frothy ۷9 at home, and her 
natural hair was short, curiv 
and light brown. 


Marcia resumed battle by 


beckoning Topsy to approach 
her, which the younger girl 
did, undefended, and was rewarded 
by a powerful little fist to 
the lower part of her red 
costume. As she staggered 
back, Marcia followed up by 
grabbing the dark tresses in 
both hands and yanking. Although 
Topsy screamed in agony, she 
was not yet helpless, and she 
was a woman. With a sure sense 
of direction, she grasped and 
groped, and with not too much 
difficulty found her targets, 
Marcia's breasts, which she 
proceeded to squeeze and mangle. 
Marcia was now screaming too, 
but neither girl was going 
to release her hold, and for 
what seemed like exciting 
minutes, they remained, one 
yanking hair, the other squeezing 
tits, both screaming. 


Gur 


This amazing coupling was 
only broken when the pair 
overbalanced and fell to the 
mat. Marcia seized her 
advantage. With womanly 
instincts, and as never before 
seen in the back room of the 
Prince Albert, she proceeded 
to scratch her opponent with 
her well developed fingernails. 
Her face, her eyes and her 
upper body received the treatment 
and as blood started to flow, 
Jim did the only decent thing 
and pulled Marcia off, declaring 
her the winner. Marcia's victory 
was considered to be 
well-deserved by the girls 
in the audience, and it was 
clear that the females amongst 
us appreciated the opportunity 
to see a real womens tangle, 
primitive style. 

The spectators were still 
getting over their excitement 
when Jim re-entered the arena, 
holding the hand of an 
attractive, athletic looking 
girl, dressed in shorts and 


8 t-shirt, and smiling 
cheerfully. She looked familiar, 
but... "Quiet please", announced 
Jim, "To introduce and referee 
tonights championship fight, 
please welcome the Prince's 
own wrestling discovery, Carol. 
Carol's now in part-time 
training, and I'm pleased to 
announce that she'll soon be 
ready for her first professional 
bout. And what's more, I've 
agreed with the promoter that 


it will be held in this very 
room". 

Of course, Carol the sixth- 
former, her previously 


somewhat lank red hair now 
transformed by a curly style. 
Her figure was filling out 
too; obviously her wrestling 
trainer was working օո her 
diet. 

"OK ladies and gentlemen, 
] know you'll want to give 
a warm welcome back to your 
own Pub Princess, the one and 
only Sammy Clarke". Sammy 


22 


Utere meme 5... meme 


=< SUNE د‎ HET Yo بد د وه‎ 
BUT FIRST" I'D LI 
-8 SURE YOU'RE C 


was not her usual bubbly self 
as she. entered the arena to 
the loud hisses of most of 
the females in the audience, 
well wrapped in a gown, with 


just a pair of white ring boots 


showing beneath. 

In opposite corners both 
girls shed their gowns and 
were revealed wearing short 
no- nonsense briefs, Sammy's 
in white and Susan's in green. 
No  sequinned g-strings nor 
designer costumes this time. 
Straight to business; an opening 
flurry and Sammy had the 
advantage, arms around Susan's 
neck and throat in a side 
headlock, with Susan bent low. 
This initial ascendancy made 
Sammy feel good, although Susan 
was not in any great trouble, 
and was probably content to 
let Sammv tire herself in the 
early stages. Sammy tried 
to increase the pressure, bending 
Susan almost double, still 
on her feet at Sammv's side 
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with her pert green-clad bottom 
pointing upwards. 

With most օք the crowd 
shouting support for Susan, 
Sammy felt she should try another 
move, and keeping the pressure 
downwards on her older rival's 
neck, she deftly shifted 
position, clamping her 5 
around Susan's neck while still 
maintaining an upright position, 
Susan's head to the rear, the 
rest of her now ০ body 
in front of her. 

Sammy showed no sign of 
responding, now lying curled 
in a moaning ball on the mat. 
"Get up and fight", yelled 
the crowd. Carol the referee 
moved towards her and knelt 
at her side. "Sammy, do you 
submit to Susan?" she asked. 
This naive question had the 
desired effect. The 
well-structured blonde leapt 
to her feet, boobs a quiver, 
pushed Carol roughly out of 
the way and stood facing Susan, 


shaking her fist. "Any time, 
you littie slut. Any time" 
she shouted. 

Susan remained calm, and 
with admirable effrontery strode 
towards her rival and delivered 
a stinging slap to her face. 
Sammy reeled, and Susan followed 
up with a punch low into the 
white briefs. As Sammy staggered 
Susan approached from the rear 
and clamped on an expert and 
punishing full nelson hold, 
exerting great pressure on 
the younger girl's neck. Both 
on their feet, with Susan's 
unclad front pressed against 
Sammy's unclad back, the two 
staggered around the floor, 
panting and heaving like some 
wonderful sexv monster. 

"Can you take any more?" 


shouted Susan. "141 count 
to ten, and if you're not up 
the championship's mine. 
One.Two.Three..." 


Miraculously, by the count 
of seven, a sweating, red-faced 
and hobbling Sammv was on her 
feet. As Susan advanced, Sammy 
had the presence of mind էօ 
fling her arms around her back, 
trapping Susan's arms and locking 
the two fighting females together 
in a bearhug, tit against tit, 
thigh against thigh. Susan 
let this continue, as Sammy 
was expending more precious 
energy than she was. Maintaining 
this hold with Susan kicking 
and screaming, yelling to be 
allowed to finish off her rival, 
with great presence of mind 
Carol shouted "Applause please 
for Susan, your new Pub 
Princess...." The remainder 
was drowned by cheers, and 
in fact bedlam broke out. 

When everything died down, 
the two combatants were still 
in the arena; Susan being hugged 
and kissed by her blonde sister 
Debbie, whom Sammy had defeated 
for the championship, and Sammy 
being comforted both by Jim 
and her former boyfriend Rob 
Place. Thus the reign of the 
Page 3 bird turned topless 
fighter was over....... 
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Valerie 


Gets Her Own 


(Pant 2 


Valerie Coles had worked 
for three or four days as 8 
temporary secretary at the 
Gambit Press. It had been 
a blow to her to find that 
the woman in charge of the 
tvping pool was her old 
adversary, the 20 year old 
Joan Hunter, who had given 
her a beating in the schools 
wrestling competition. 

It wasn't so much the fact 
that Joan had beaten her that 
rankled, as much as the wav 
she had taken her ground in 
the 880 vards race some months 


earlier. This was a race that 
should have been awarded to 
Valerie, and ever since she 


had had a grudge against the 
victorious Joan. The wrestling 


defeat had simply increased 
her humiliation and made her 
bitter. 

On the Fridav of her first 
week at the Press Joan and 


Valerie came into direct conflict 


over a piece of typing that 
Valerie հոմ handed in that 
morning. She was criticised, 


quite unjustiv, 
the poor Tav-out. 
As soon as Joan tackled 
her on the matter Valerie knew 
that it would be no use arguing. 
She would simply have to swallow 
the older girls criticisms. 
But when Joan actually started 
to use abusive language about 
her, Valerie could take ٥ 
more. Her patience was finally 
exhausted. Reaching out she 
slapped Joan across the face. 
"There you bitch", she 
cried, "it's time someone taught 


by Joan for 
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you a lesson'. She knew that 
it would mean the loss of her 
job, but at long last she had 
got a blow in, a blow that 
had reallv sent Joan staggering. 

But, to Valerie's amazement, 
Joan sat down at her desk and, 


in a verv calm voice, asked 
Valerie to sit down too. 

"I am not going to sack 
you", she said. "Of course 


I have every right to do so. 
But I have something much better 


in mind, - a way of really 
teaching you a lesson. And 
I trust it will be once and 
for all". 

She paused and with a smile 
she went on; "Now you still 
harp on about your defeat 
by me in the wrestling 
competition. Well, I am going 
to give you a chance to avenge 
your defeat. What 1 suggest 


is that we have a private fight 
- at my flat or wherever you 
like - and we'll fight it out 
to the finish. And this time 
we'll not mess about; it'll 
be no holds barred. Even naked 
if you so wish". 

She looked at the younger 
girl to see what sort of reaction 
was forthcoming. : 

"I see", said ۰ 
"1 don't think I could have 
suggested anything myself that 
I would prefer to your 
suggestion. I am glad you 
said "no holds barred" because 
this time I shall give you 
the hiding of your life. So, 
when is it to be?" 

"Whenever you 
bitch", said 


like, you 
Joan, a 0 


of triumph in her eyes; "but 
the sooner the better". 
"Fine. Then I suggest 


this weekend. And as far as 
I am concerned at your place. 
I believe you've moved to 
Dunstable Road. What number?" 
"Twenty-five. Then 1۳13 
expect you tomorrow afternoon 
at 2 o'clock, replied Joan, 
and then with a glance of 
contempt at the younger Valerie 
she stormed from the house. 
Valerie could not have 
hoped for such an opportunity. 
Although Joan had always shown 
superior skill on the ٥ 
previous occasions they ۵ 
fought, the circumstances had 
been entirely different. For 
one thing there had been all 


kinds օք rules to observe, 
while this time there were 
to be no such restrictions. 


"Why", thought Valerie, 1 
pull her hair or kick her in 
the crotch or do whatever I 


can to hurt her. I'll make 
sure that this time 1 make 
her suffer". 

She  bathed and prepared 
herself late the following 


and decided to wear 
a black leotard. That would 
give the other girl less 
opportunitv to rip off her 
bra or tear off her briefs 
or knickers. 0f course, if 
she wanted to fight in the 
nude she would oniv be too 
ready to do so. She put on 
a pair of attractive new trainers 


morning, 


and then surveyed herself in 
the mirror, decided that she 
really looked the part, and 


then put օո suitable outer 
garments in which to make her 
way to Dunbstable Road. 

Joan silently showed her 
to a large room at the back 
of the flat. It was almost 
emptv apart from a couple of 
armchairs and looked out on 
an attractive garden. 

"Well there you are. We'll 
get on with it, shall we?" 
said Joan. As she spoke she 
unbuttoned her dress, slid 
out of it to reveal a tight 
fitting pantie corselette that 
did tribute both to the girls 


taste and her figure. Valerie 
secretly admitted to herself 
that she հոմ never seen her 
old adversary looking 50 
attractive and, at the same 
time, so formidable. 

"Are you keeping your 


trainers on?" Joan asked ۰ 

"No we can fight barefooted 
as far as I am concerned" said 
Valerie, immediately unlacing 
her trainers and removing them 
from her feet. "I don't care 


whether 1 kick you with my 
naked feet or with my trainers; 
it'll be all the same to me". 


Joan simply ignored the 
remark and took off her own 
shoes. 

"I'm ready", she said. 


"It's a fight to the finish, 
eh?" 

"Agreed", said Valerie, 
moving towards the centre of 
the carpet where Joan was already 
warming up for the contest. 

The two girls grappled, 
nothing came of it, and they 
both stepped back, eyeing their 
adversary carefully. Then 
Joan made a rush at Valerie, 
grabbed one arm and threw her 
to the carpet. At once she 
stood over her and began to 
kick her with her naked foot, 
kicking her thighs and then 
her belly. 

Valerie rolled over and 
got to her feet as Joan made 
another rush at her, but this 
time Valerie was the quicker, 
side stepping her opponent, 


who tripped and fell 


against 
the wall. Before she could 
get to her feet Valerie was 


on top of her and a scrabble" 
ensued in which Valerie gradually 
got the upper hand, forcing 
Joan onto her face. Then she 
leapt on top of her and started 
to drag her arms back, twisting 
them savagelv. 

Joan now faced a humiliating 
thrashing, for she knew that 
Valerie would not let up an 
inch now that she had got her 
where she wanted her. So she 
put everythina she knew into 
a supreme effort to free herself. 


It's very unlikely that she 
would have failed if it hadn't 
been for a sudden decision 


on Valerie's part to try to 
force Joan onto her back and 
then, in retaliation for what 
she had done to her that Monday 
at the school, straddle her 
and squat on her face. This, 
she feft, would be the supreme. 
humilation for Joan. 

Relaxing her hold momentarilv 


ħi 


Valerie suddenly found herself 
tipped off Joan's back and 
lying at her side. But it 
took Joan a little too 1079 
to take advantage of her freedom 
and a moment later both girls 
were on their feet, 
of them much worse for the 
struggle so far. 

"We'd better have a break", 
gasped Joan. 

Despite their hostility 
towards one another, common 
sense told them that some sort 
of break was necessary and 
Valerie eagerly agreed, 
suggesting three minutes. 
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"We could have five-minute 
rounds if you agree", she added. 

"Agreed", said Joan, turning 
her back on her opponent and 
taking one of the armchairs. 


Three minutes of silence 
followed before, looking at 
her wristwatch which she had 


placed on the arm of the chair, 
Joan announced "Time". 

The two girls sprang to 
their feet and rushed at each 
other, grabbed each other, 
and finally tumbled to the 
carpet, rolling over and over. 
It was then that Valerie got 
' hold of Joan's hair and started 
to pull at it mercilessly, 
snorting "ոօ holds barred, 
as you said", as she did so. 

It was a serious moment 
for Joan, for she was rendered 
almost helpless by having Valerie 
at her back dragging with both 


hands օո her hair. Valerie 
herself realised that this 
might be her one chance of 


getting her own back on Joan 
and she held on with every 
ounce of her strength, pulling 
at the waistlength hair, and 
finally dragging Joan 06 
the room. 

"Now I've got you, you 
bitch", she cried triumphantly. 
"Got you at last!" 
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neither : 


She went on dragging the 
girl round the room and it 
almost seemed that she would 
tear out most of her hair. 
Fearful that she might be injured 
in some way, or her scalp even 


mutilated, she suddenly started 
to beg for mercy. 

"Please let me go, please 
let me g0," Joan pleaded. 

"Please let me ,مو‎ please 
let me ցօ", Valerie repeated 


in imitation. "And if I do?". 

"I won't be unkind to you 
again in the office," said 
Joan. 

"If you want me to release 
you, you will have to write 
a statement saying that you 
have been unkind to me", said 
Valerie. 

"No, never, no, I cannot 
do that", retorted Joan, despite 
the unhappy position she was 
in. 

"Then I shall go on tugging 
at your hair until you do", 
laughed Valerie, giving another 
strong pull on the brunette's 
hair as she said it. 


xp 


Joan's position was hopeless 
but she was shrewd enough to 
know that sooner or later 
Valerie, pleased with her success 
and the fact that she was 
humiliating her adversarv, might 


relax her hold momentarily. 
So she stopped pleading and 
allowed the girl to drag her 


by her hair round the room. 

Her confidence in such 
an eventuality was not misplaced. 
Walking backwards as she dragged 
Joan's hair, Valerie forgot 
about one of the chairs, backed 
into it, tripped and fell into 
it, relinquishing her grip 
on the brunette as she did 
so. In a flash Joan leapt 
on top of her and sat on her 
waist on the chair, forcing 
the other girls head back until 
she, in her turn, was pleading 


for mercv. 

She kept her in 6 
for some time and then got 
up from the chair. 

"I think we're about even 
today", said Joan unexpectedly. 
Let us leave things until another 
time for we don't seem to be 
resolving things as either 
of us had hoped. 1'11 tell 
you what, you can come next 
Saturday and I'll bring a young 
man who can act as referee 
and we'll wrestle properly." 

Valerie, though disappointed 
at not having got what she 
wanted out of Joan, was inclined 


to agree that it would be 
unsatisfactorv to continue, 
and, though still reluctant, 
decided that Joan might be 
right. 

"Alright next Saturday. 


And I think we must have a 
temporary truce in the office," 
she said. 

I was the extremely lucky 
person who was approached by 
Joan to act in the capacity 
of referee when they met on 
the following Saturday. 

I had my reservations about 
Joan and knew that she could 
be a real bitch. But there 
was no doubt about her sex 
appeal and the thought that 
I would be seeing her and another 
girl half naked indulging in 
wrestling was something I would 
never have dared to hope for. 
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I had very little idea at the 
time of the feud between Joan 
and Valerie; I went with an 
unprejudiced mind to perform 
the task as she had asked me, 
certain that I would get a 
real kick out of watching two 
young girls wrestling. 

I saw at once that there 
was a deep hostility between 
the two young women, and I 
decided that I had an obvious 
responsibility to see that 
they fought fairly and decentiv. 
As much as 1 fancied Joan, 


despite my reservations about 
her character, I knew that 
I had to be as fair to Valerie 


as to her. 

The two women seemed էօ 
be pleased at my presence; 
I suppose they now thought 


it was far better to have the 
fight properly organised into 
rounds and that someone should 
be in charge. So I took command 
at once, told them what they 
could do and ոօէ do, what 
constituted a fall and so on. 
They were staggeringly 
exciting in their leotards, 
both of them in black. The 
girl Valerie, whom 1 had not 
met before, was unusuallv prettv 
with fair hair ۔‎ an ash blonde 


indeed - large breasts and 
a  Shapely bottom, literally 
bursting from her leotard. 


Joan was slightly slimmer and 
a little taller, but had a 
most attractive figure. The 
very sight of the two of them 
standing there was erotically 
stimulating. 

Of course it wasn't until 
the girls started to struggle, 


part their legs and expose 
their thin  crotch-pieces of 
their leotards that I began 
to be turned on. Just how 


I managed in the end to control 
mvself, I don't know. 

Well, thev took issue and 
were soon clasping hands, then 
breaking awav from each other. 
Then thev had a kind of double 
bear hug, and when it was broken 
up one of them tripped the 
other and thev were soon rolling 
over and over on the carpet. 

After a number of somersaults 
they got to their feet and 
then Joan got her first real 
success, an armlock on Valerie 
which she was able to use to 
force her to the carpet. 

Kneeling down near to her, 
Joan pushed her opponent half 
face down and got one of her 
knees across her back. But 
she wasn't able to complete 
the job of forcing Valerie 
completely face down, for the 


latter kept swivelling her 
body round and used her bent 
right leg to kick back at Joan. 

But then Joan did succeed 
- not in forcing Valerie onto 
her face but, instead onto 
her back, getting one of her 
legs between Valerie's and 
forcing her left arm to the 
floor. 

It wasn't however, a position 
in which she could get her 
opponent to submit, nor was 
there much chance of a shoulder 
press, for Valerie still had 
her left buttock off the floor 
giving her some leverage that 
prevented Joan from pressing 
her two shoulders back at the 
same time. 

But she was clever enough 
to relax her hold- on Valerie. 
The latter, thinking she was 
no longer threatened - at least 
for a few seconds - briefly 
lay օո her back, intending 
to roll over and turn away 
from her opponent. In that 
momentary interval Joan 5 
able to get her leg right across 
her and in a few seconds she 
had Valerie flat on her back, 
scrambling on top of her. 


VVV 


Moving սք the girls body she 
placed her knees on both of 
Valeries shoulders and I was 
forced to announce a successful 
shoulder-press. 

I think Valerie was rather 
disappointed at what had 
happened; she told me later 
she had been caught in the 
same way before by Joan. But 
I think it made her more than 
ever determined to see that 
it never happened again. 

When thev resumed I could 
see that Valerie was putting 
evervthing she knew into the 
fight, quickly - for the first 
time = getting Joan's head 
between her thighs and really 
using the latter like a pair 


of scissors. Joan struggled 
desperately to get free but 


Valerie had her in the most 
powerful grip and try as she 
would to free herself by 


squirming or by trying to arch 
her body, she just wasn't able 
to get out of the squeeze of 
those powerful thighs. 0 
I been in Joan's position, 
of course, I would have made 
no effort to escape and would 
have staved there just as long 
as Valerie wished! 

The end of the round was 
approaching and determined 
to get a submission Valerie 
seemed to be putting everything 
she knew into that scissors, 
exerting all the force she 
could muster, and as it happened 


not without success. Joan 
must have thought she would 
be squeezed to death if she 


didn't give way and - obviously 
with great reluctance as the 
round was almost at an end 
- she suddeniv indicated by 
waving her arms that she was 
submitting. 

In the interval there was 
silence. We had agreed to 
three rounds and the score 
was now one all. Not at the 
time realising how deep the 
hostilitv was between the two 
girls, I had no idea how much 
they both now wanted to win. 
But I soon found out, for as 
soon as I signalled that they 
should start again they. rushed 
at each other and both broke 
all the rules within seconds, 
Valerie striking her opponent 
across her breasts, and Joan 
momentarily grabbing Valerie's 
hair. 

My protests were ignored 
and the two girls now fought 
viciously. Once again Valerie 
used her fists and this time 
Joan retaliated, and when she 
broke through her opponents 
guard she scratched her face. 
This måddened Valerie so much, . 
that she seemed to gain 
superhuman strength for, rushing 
at Joan, she grabbed her, lifted 
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her from the floor, and then 
threw her down,  leaping on 
top of her. Straddling her 
from behind she now got hold 
of Joan's left arm and forced 
it backwards into a painful 
lock. As Joan struggled, in 
obvious pain, Valerie mounted 
Joan's back and was then in 
a position to get hold of Joan's 
other arm and force this behind 
her back too. Rolling her 
head from side to side in 
excruciating pain, Joan struggled 
as long as she could but in 
the end it was too much for 
her and she had to submit. 

When I took hold of Valerie's 


arm and raised it, declaring 
that she was the winner, Joan 
spat in her face. Then she 
added: "You have won today 
but in the end I am going to 
get even with you, whatever 
it costs me". 

Valerie smiled at her 


triumphantly. She ոօ longer 
really cared whether she kept 
the job or not as she had 
decisively beaten her opponent 
for the first time, getting 
the pleasure of avenging her 
previous defeats. 


Joan did ոօէ, of course, 
dispense with Valerie's services. 
Just the contrary! She ۷ 


that as long as Valerie worked 
for the typing pool she would 
be able to keep in touch with 
her and that one day she would 
find an opportunity to get 
her own back. 

But it was more than a 
couple of months before things 
reached boiling-point again 
and their differences had էօ 
be resolved one way or another. 
The reason why things suddenly 
reached fever-heat was I. 

Yes. | Although Joan had 
never shown a great deal of 
interest in me, her jealousy 
became evident when she saw 
me with Valerie one evening. 

I had really taken a fancy 
to Valerie and it was soon 
clear that to some extent at 
least, she reciprocated mv 
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feelings about her. 1 took 
her out once or twice and then, 
the third time, in a restaurant 
in Chelsea, we were seen by 
Joan who was also dining out 
there. 


The following week 8 
made it clear at once that 
she wanted to get to grips 


At the end of 
on the Mondav, 


with Valerie. 
the afternoon, 


she asked Valerie to go to 
her office and then demanded 
to know what she was doing 
with me. 

'That's mv business", 


retorted Valerie. 

"Well, I think differently", 
she cried. And with those 
words she struck the younger 
girl across her face. 

Valerie responded by rushing 
at her, thumping her in the 
stomach, forcing Joan to collapse 
to the floor in agony. 

"Now", shouted Valerie 
"you can have it now or later. 
Just make your choice". 

It was impossible էօ go 
on fighting in the office without 
attracting attention from the 
rest of the staff so Joan, 
controlling herself and 
recovering her composure, got 
to her feet. 

"Yes. It will unfortunately 
have to be later. But this 
tim ՀԵ will be decisive. 
You can bring your man along 
as well and I shall have mine 
for there's no telling what 
you two would do to me if you 
got me alone. You'd probably 
kill me. So we'll fight it 
out properly next week". 


"Agreed, agreed, and ' the 
quicker the better", said 
Valerie. 

That's how it came about 


that on the following Saturday 
afternoon, Joan with her new 
boyfriend, Adrian, Valerie 
and I assembled at Joan's house 
for a fight-to-finish battle. 

But before that happened 
I had the pleasure of a long 
wrestling session with the 
delightful Valerie. 


TO BE CONTINUED. , +" ৎ * * * * * 
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CAT FIGHTING IN THIS 


When Cleo and her friend Sheila took 
up wrestling, Cleo's husband was 
merely a reluctant onlooker. But 
when it was suggested that he should 
join in he saw the possibilities it 
opened up for intimacy with Sheila, 
whom he had long desired, and he 
immediately became an enthusiast. 
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“| MAD ACCEPTED AW OFFER TO Do A PRACTICE MATCH WITH PRO 


“SHE LAS SO FEMININE এচ 
WRESTLER PENNY NICKLES! AS WE WERE CHUCKING OUR ROBEZ, | AWD GRACEFUL I 
/ SIZED HER ՀԹ HER LOOK OF COOL CONFIDENCE SHOULD'VE 
PREPARED ME FOR WHAT LUAS [M STORE! BUT... FOOLS RUSH IW..." 


MAP NO DOUBTS I 
COULD BEAT HER! 


WELL, RON ARE 
You READY ? ر‎ FEEL $ 


و 
ے D‏ / 
Å‏ 221 
թ‏ 252 
1“ 


UT LAS LIKE TRYING TOMOLD 
ON TOA SLIPPERY EEL!” 


I RUSHED RIGHT IN! THEN... 


Տ» 
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con 


HOW ABOUT IT, 
ROW? READY TO 
CALL IT QUITS? 


۸۷۰.۸۷۲۳۴ ON 
YOUR LIFE! IVE 


“SUDDENLY, HER FOOT WAS TIU TITTI 
IM MY STOMACH AND I WAS | 
FLYING THROUGH THE AIR 

LIKE A RAG DOLL!" 


“1 LANDED FLAT ON MY BACK WITH 7 
KNOCKED OUT OF ME! WITHOUT Å PAUSE, 
PENNY WAS ON ME TRYING TO TEAR MY LEG OFP! 


p FEGLING THIS WAS এ 
FUNERAL! JUST ( : ^ CAT AND MOUSE GAME" 


Wy փ | WS / 
| ANI 
——. REMEMBER; / 
২২২২ WARNED YOU! 


L. JUST STARTED! 
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"PENNY HAS BGACINKING TO WORK ME OVER / Å 
PROFESS/(ONAL LAY! MY MIMOLE BODY AC HED SS 


å 


“1 DONT KNOW WHAT SAME OVER ME (3! 
SINCE م‎ KNEW FULL WELL WHAT PENN Y. 
ANSWER IS TO PEOPLE WHO PLAY ROUG AH, 
BUT SUDDENLY I GRABBEP 4 HANDFUL. 
OF HER LONG BLONDE HAIR AND SNAPPED 
HER HEAD BACK, 

THEN... 


PENNY S BLUE EVES GLARED 
THROUGH THE STRAU COLORED 

HAIR TOISING ABOUT NER FACE 
AND (KNEW 1D BOUGHT rr waa! 


OM Bor! 2 BET- 
TER NOT GIVE 
HER A CHANCE 
TO GET ORGAN - 
(ZED NOW! 
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“SUDDENLY / WAS SAILING THROUGH THE AVR AGAIN AND SLAMMED TO THE CANVAS NO 


SOONER MAD I LANDED THAN ۸ MYSELF IN Å HEADSISSORS I 
PENNVIS MUSCULAR LEGS CLAMPED WITH GONE-CRUSHING 
STRENGTH AND I BECAN TO SEG PINPOINTS OF LIGHT ور‎ 
DANCING BEFORE MY BYES ! THE PRESSURE INCREASED: 


Now, RON’ ARE YOU 
READY TO QUIT UWILE 


յ NO... NO. 2/4 Go- 
ING TO BREAK OUT 
OF THIS পেৰ্প 


MUNIN... WELL, 
I GUESS I پے‎ 
LOST ANOTHER 
PRACTICE PART- 


NER! WHEN bill 


/ LEARN TO GO 
EAS y ON THEM? 
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KOM HAD MANAGED TO S6cAPE THE VISE-LIKEG 
GRIP OF PENN Y'S LEGS BUT OMLY FAR A SECOND! 
SME TOOK M/M (N Å FLYING HEAD- 3/5905 AT ONCE! 


| ee) 
DD” 


ն 


Է 


TNE FORCE OF IMPACT 
MEDS ED MIS HEAD FAR OP 
GETLIEGN HER THIGHS 


SHOLIING SPORTS MAN — ۷ 
SHIP, ROW RISE S AND ™ 

MOLDS PENN Y'S HAND 
ABOVE HER BEAMING 
FACE // Be 


SEEING HIS HESITANEY, SHE CLAMPS TIGHTER, GRABS 
MLS WRIST IM Å MERCILESS TWIST AND QUIVVERSHER 
LEG MUSCLES VIGOROUSLY, FISHTAILING THE HOLD! 


(CASE) YOU JIM 
TH MATCH. 
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HAPPY MEMORIES 


Dear Friends, 

The photos in FGM 22 were 
brilliant of the girl sitting 
on her boyfriend. 1 remember 
when I was a 184 and walking 
home one afternoon three ۵ 
year girls enticed me into 
a corn field. When we were 
a fair distance from the road, 
they quickly took off mv jacket. 
One girl got me down on the 
ground while the other heavy 
girl straddled my stomach and 
pinned my arms down above my 
head. The two other girls 
took positions by my head and 
began to tickle me under the 
arms. 1 struggled violently 
as they tickled without mercy, 
the girl astride my tummy really 
enjoying her ride! There was 
no escape from this torture 
for nearly half an hour! 

Keep up the good work and 
I will send more stories (all 
are true) of my experience 
when younger. 

Best wishes, 


J.McPHERSON - SCOTLAND 


BLUNDER V BRUNETTE 


Dear FGM, 

I have just read issue 
23 and thought it reallv superb. 

The cartoons are excellent, 
far superior to your sister 
magazines. I found the Lady 
Satan © Interview and photos 
very interesting indeed. It 
really shows a different 
character to this popular woman 
wrestler. But for me, the 
greatest thing in this issue 
was the Fabia photo on page 
16, I agree fully with the 
readers comments. Unfortunately 
I have not seen the photo before, 
but full marks to your team 
for printing what must be the 
finest action shot ever seen 
in any wrestling magazine. 
Even though Fabia and her victim 


are clothed there can be little 
doubt just how sexy this photo 
is. I've heard what a brilliant 


wrestler Fabia was and now 
I feel sure she was one of 
the best. Whoever Fabia has 
pinned has a fabulous bottom. 
Do you have any more Fabia 
photos? 


I also enjoy the readers 
letters and would love to see 
mine printed as I have wrote 
several times without success. 

I also found Alan Jis letter 
of great personal interest 
to me. I can imagine his Jewish 
beauty brunette in a very tight 
Teotard and seamed tights pitted 
against the mischievous blonde 
Fabia. My money would be on 
Fabia who would, I'm sure have 
the brunette's bottom nicelv 
on displav in no time as in 
the picture. ۷۷ passion is 
to see blondes pinning brunettes 
in this manner. 1 wonder if 
Fabia's victim is a black haired, 
dark eyed beauty? 

Yours sincerely, 


y 
4 


In answer to your readers 
questionnaire FGM 18, not wishing 


MY PERSONAL TASTES 


. Dear Bruce, 


to deface my treasured copy 
in any way I hope you will 
accept this letter with my 


personal views. 

For many years 1 was an 
avid reader of A.I.A. which 
to me was the very best magazine 
covering the female wrestling 


scene. But ever since your 
very first issue of FGM was 
released I now firmly believe 


this to be the better of the 
two. As Յ follower of ladies 
wrestling I find that much 
exposure in A.I.A. is given 
to boxing, amateur, topless, 
kick or any other style. I'm 
sure there are many readers 


who enjoy this magazine as 
it is. What bit of wrestling 
is portrayed is mainly what 
some call amateur or topless 
and verv little space is allowed 
for professional wrestling 
these davs. 


In answer to all your 
questions, I for one, am 
completely satisfied with the 
past and present lay out of 


FGM. You appear to have set 
a great balance in what you 
publish. Your short stories 
are superb and leave a lot 
to a vivid mind to conjure 
up our own interpretations. 
Your cartoons are expertly 
drawn, far superior to anything 
I've ever seen in A.I.A. Your 
regular professional features 
brings one down to earth and 
show us real women working 
hard at their tough profession, 
I much prefer these to the 
smiling topless grapplers. 

To sum up, I enjoy the 
fantasy situations of two every 
day women in clothes wrestling. 
I thoroughly enjoy girls 


wrestling professionally in 
a ring. I personally dislike 
a man wrestling a woman, nor 
am I keen on stories other 
than all the grapplers being 
of the female gender. 

Naturally Bruce, these 
are MY own personal tastes 


and I'm sure others will agree 
or disagree. Recent features 
I have enjoved are Stella Fox, 
and Fabia. 


Please keep on the same 
track, you have a winner in 
FGM. COLIN F. GT.MANCHESTER 


Swish Goes 
State-Side 


L. Scott Sales Inc. are now able to offer in the 
U.S.A. 8 comprehensive selection of current and 
, previous Swish publications. 
Magazines such as Amazons in Action, Claws, 
Madame, World of Transvestism, Smooth. 
And many, many more. In fact too many to be 
listed. 


Send for Mustreted lets to: 


L. Scott Sates Inc., 
18-39 128th Street, 


New York. 11356. U.S.A. 
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OM THE ROPES 


The shop within a shop, offering the WOMEN WRESTLING and GIRL GRAPPLIN' 
fan a selection unparallelled and unsurpassed in the U.K. 


No one gives us the K.O. - O.K.? 


Video tapes, audio tapes, 
mags, books, and cartoons 
from the pens and brushes 
of writers and artists the 
world reveres. Cartoons 
fresh from the STANTON 
fantasy factory, triumphant 
tusslers from the tip of 
the top of TRIUMPH studios 
- a true example of the 
wild pioneer spirit of 
Americana. 


The aggressive woman "caught 
between the covers" օք 
AMAZONS IN ACTION, 
our own U.K. publication. 


The energy of F.G.M. with 
an international following, 
the bittersweet nature of 
the flatmate femmes in 
CLAWS- 'the unfairer sexi' 


The VIDEO brilliance of 
the RARE FLAIR STUDIOS 
bringing you the best of 
RING WRESTLING LADIES 
and the CAT FIGHTING 
encounters of the liberated 
MS. of today. 


ALL this and MORE is now featured in the "ON THE ROPES" 


wrestling section of the SWISH BOOKSHOP at 
8 GREEK STREET, LONDON W1. 


THIS IS ONE CANVAS YOU WON'T MIND BEING FLOORED ON. SECONDS OUT!!! 
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` Swish Publications Ltd 


WE LOOK FORWARD TO WELCOMING YOU AT OUR SHOP WHERE YOU WILL FIND A 
FULLY COMPREHENSIVE SELECTION OF MATERIAL SPECIALISING IN YOUR OWN 
SUBJECT. YOU WILL BE ACCORDED COURTEOUS AND EFFICIENT SERVICE AT: 


8 Greek Street, London W.1 


LICENSED SEX SHOP 
Fifty yards from SOHO SQUARE | 


- SWISH PUBLICATIONS LTD 


LICENCED SEX SHOP 


NEW 
OPENING HOURS 2 
Mon - Fri 
10am - 8.30pm 
Until 1/5/87, | ۳ 


9 
SQUARE 
then returning x 


ONIHVH) 


MANETTE STREET 
WE ARE 
HERE 
յ | 
Cambridge 


Circus Հ, 
SHAFTESBURY AVE. 


133415 ۲ 
QVOH 657 


oe 
۱ 
| سم‎ 
0 ۲ 01 


N STREET 


A FINE SELECTION OF BOOKS, MAGAZINES, PHOTOS AND DRAWINGS ARE ALSO 
AVAILABLE AT THE 


Swish Publications Showroom and Trade Counter 
47, Great Guildford Street, London S.E.1. 


(Nearest Tube: The Boro, or Waterloo) Open Monday to Friday 10 a.m. — 5p.m. 


TRADE AND OVERSEAS ENQUIRIES WELCOME 


Swish Publications Ltd 
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As I drove the firm's Kitchen 
Products van out of the yard, 
I wasn't thinking of that old 
cliche 'Being in the right 
place at the right time'... 
but I should have been. ۰ * 

Mv first call of the morning 

took me to the door of a modern 
semi-detached where I was 
admitted bv one of the most 
beautiful creatures I'd ever 
seen. 5'6" օք  magnificent 
girlhood, she owed more to 
the front covers of glossy 
Magazines than to soapy breakfast 
plates and kitchen sink. 
White cotton T.shirt and washed- 
out blue jeans seemed a couple 
of sizes too small for the 
exceptional mouldings of her 
young body. Black hair tussled 
back from her freckled face 
to fall in shiny cascades down 
over her shoulders. 

When she rested her elbows 
on the washer top and asked 
if I'd found the fault, I gazed 
up into rich brown eyes and 
a warm genuine smile. As my 
tongue refused to function 
properly, I dragged a yard 
of compressed rubber from the 
machine and let it flop over 
the draining board. 

Aware of my shyness, she 
smiled again, took the coil 
and seated herself at the kitchen 
table where she began examining 
the frayed ends. 

While replacing the broken 
belt, I couldn't resist the 
odd stolen glance through a 
narrow gap between washer and 
fridge. 

She wore no bra, the large 
orbs and pointed nipples clearly 
definable under snowwhite cotton, 


her crossed legs suggested 
strong, meaty thighs. 

My reverie was interrupted 
suddenly by the sound of 


footsteps, quick striding and 
crisp, on the pavement outside 


The girl was also. listening 
to the footfall, although 
somewhat apprehensi vely. In 
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EYE WITNESS 


the next moment the door burst 
open and the  startled girl 
jumped back to stare wide:eyed 
in to the angry features of 
Sian dJames.She looked for all 
the world like some fabulous, 
avenging amazon. 

Ash blonde hair, tight round 
her skull, released a shimmering 


pony-tail which fell down her 
shoulder blades. In contrast 
to the white ribbon, she was 


adorned entirely in black. 
Patent leather shoes stood 
firmly apart, flaired slacks 


shaped the upper. thighs, hips 
and stomach, polo neck swelling 
majestically as her delicate 
nostrils flared. When she 
spoke, her voice was high pitched 
and tremulous, the words loaded 
with sarcasm and venom. 


"You look surprised, Alison. 
I can't imagine why. You must 
have known I'd come sooner 


or later. It would have been 
sooner, but as you know, I 
was pregnant." : 

"I didn't know he was your 
husband, Sian," the girl 
protested, "I didn't even know 
he was married." 

"Don't try to worm out of 
it by lying. The whole town 
knows - you've made me a laughing 
stock, well now its my turn." 

Even as the words snarled 
menacingly from her  curled 
lips, she was claiming the 
yard of compressed rubber lying 
fatefully on the table. 

I held my breath and crouched 
lower behind the enamel 
barricade. It has to be admitted, 


I'm a lousev coward. 1 get: 
pushed around by the fella 
with sand in his face. When 


it comes to real-life violence, 

I keep mv head down and mv 
eyes open, and thats what I 
did when the rubber whip sang 
and the girl screamed. 

Slippers and shoes danced 
over the kitchen tiles to the 
song of the black snake, all 
areas unprotected by freckled 
white arms were legitimate 
targets for the enraged 
housewife. 

The giri, driven back against 
the wall, bowed and. shielded 
her head. Not a clever tactic, 
for now the full weight of 
the belt bit across her shoulders 
like a red hot cable. 

Brown eyes popped from their 
sockets as she emmitted a 
terrible shriek and launched 
herself at her attacker. In 
the fire of her retaliation 
she landed a flurrv of solid 
slaps which echoed round the 
hollow sounding walls. 

So quickiv. are fortunes 
changed. It was the turn of 
the black avenger to express 
pain, fear and panic. The 
lovely face of the ex-beautv 
queen had been smacked left 
and right before the small 
of her back crashed against 
the stainless steel sink unit. 
She dropped the belt and clung 


desperately to her intended 
victim. If she had thought 
coming here simply involved 


punishing a contrite submissive 
teenager, she had made a bad 
mistake. 

Ensnared in the woman's hold, 
Alison returned the embrace, 
wincing as fingers raked across 
her risen welts.  Instinctively, 
the two females struggled to 


trip and  over-balance each 
other. I watched fascinated 
as they kicked and clawed with 
their legs in a determined 
effort to gain supremecy. 

At that moment I experienced 
a tingling flush through my 
loins and the urge to reach 
inside my overalls was 
irresistable. Before I could 
find the courage, the fight 
was taken to its next stage. 

A leather heel trod the instep 
of a slippered foot and amid 
anguished cries both wrestlers 
went stumbling into table and 


chairs before locking 5 
on the tiled floor. Cheek to 
1001 on their knees, neither 


participant willing to release 
her grip, freckled hands and 
ringed fingers tore at black 
fabric and white cotton. 


<J এ 


Inevitably, their 2 2 
were dragged up their backs 
to reveal perspiring white 


skin. The womans arched back 
was flawless but for a few 
unequal scratch marks, but 


the girl's carried several short 
welts and one beauty that 
glistened across her shoulders 
and down under her ribs. 

The T.shirt was cutting deeply 
in to the mounds under her 
body when suddenly it released 
its hold on her bosom. 
` In the next instant, the 


girl's naked breasts swung 
into view, plummeting as she 
laboured on her knees, face 
down. 

And even as I took in one 
gorgeous sight, another was 
unfolding, the black fabric 
rolled under Sian James to 


set free an incredible vision 
of  motherhood. From ٣۶ 
cut black bra there spilled 
two enormous childbearing tits 
which dropped heavily almost 
to the tiles. 

I was ecstatic and helpless... 

I watched heads butting 


together and faces ০017৮০৮৮119 
as fistfuls of hair, ash blonde 
and black, were wrenched in 
all directions. Thev were 

sweating copiously now, their 
wonderful bodies gleaming 
reflections in the tiles. 

For some time this comprised 
the action. Each opponent 
clung to the others garment 
while trying to inflict injury 
with her free hand. These 
injuries consisted mainly of 
nasty scratches and blotchy 
red patches of skin around 
the face and shoulders. 

When they began grunting 
and groaning between the short 
lived attacks, I began to suspect 
it would soon be over. ۸ 


fact, I couldn't have been 
more wrong. 

As if by mutual consent, 
the woman and girl gave up 


their holds and rose on their 
knees. Immediatelv she. was 
free, the girl yanked the T.shirt 
over her  dishevelled black 
hair and threw it arrogantiv, 
in to the womans perspiring 
face. It was unmistakably 
a challenge. 

Sian James glared back at 
the cocky young teenager. 
Deep brown eyes were mocking, 
taunting her. Strong freckled 
hands were planted confidently 
on her slender waist. 
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"Alright, you little bitch. 
If thats the way you want it...!" 

Sian James clutched the 
encumbersome polo-neck intending 
to whisk it cleanly over her 
head, but as the black material 
stretched like a second skin 
over her features, the girl 
arched back, aimed for the 
small protruding nose and punched 
with all her strength. 

The effect was devastating. 
The woman's head was snapped 
back and forth inside the black 
hood, a cry of painful disbelief 
choked in her throat and she 
was brought stumbling to her 


' opponent. 


feet before she keeled over 
scattering table and chairs. 

Panic or fury, still her 
fingers groped at the blindfold 
and when at last the jumper 
was torn from her head, it 
uncovered a  bubbling bloody 
nose and deranged blue eyes. 


Alison Coombe s staggered 
onto cramped, trembling legs 
to stand over her stricken 


The gleam of triumph 
shone from her brown eyes as 
she sneered. 

"And now I think you'd better 
go. I'm reminded by your udders 
that you've a child to feed." 

The gi 15م‎ cruel words detonated 


an explosion in the woman's 
head. In one smooth action 
her foot lashed out and met 
the  brunette's ankles. The 
teenagers feet were kicked 
from under ۰ She seemed 
to fly momentarily before 
bouncing her fleshy bottom 
on the kitchen floor. The 
impact jarred every bone in 
her bodv, her breasts dancing 
as though on springs. 

The half nude woman leaped 
forward, her right arm blurred 


in a full arc and met the 
freckled face with a sickening 
crack. It was fair return 
for the nose job. 

Now the fur really flew... 


«—] Հ«-Զ 


Two felines in vicious 


conflict, they thrashed round 
the kitchen without concern 
for furniture or appliance. 


Plates and cutlerv were scattered 
in all directions and still 
they fought, tooth and nail 
over the wreckage. 

Twice the girl caught two 
fistfuls of ash blonde pony 
tail and twice the woman suffered 
an agonising roundabout before 
being carried by her own momentum 
against wall and sink unit. 
Between rides, Sian James- 
had retrieved the black snake 
and laid into the girl back 


45 


and front. The cacophony should 
have brought neighbours running 
in from streets away. Grunting, 
groaning; cursing; moaning; 
shrieking and screaming all 
mingled with shattering damage 
to the kitchen. 

Only once did the girl get 
her hands on the yard of rubber 
but when she did, the young 
mother suffered. The teenager 
used it like a two-handed sword, 


persuing the woman over the 
debris. 

At one point, the girl was! 
trapped in a full nelson and 
her wet, bloodv face forced 
over the washer. I found mvself 
staring up at her distorted 
features, her tortured eyes 


seeming to plead for assistance 
as the pressure was increased. 


I was paralysed, hardly aware 
of the sweat splashing on my 
arm. Then she was gone. 


When I looked again she had 
the woman squirming against 
the draining-board while she 
rained blows to her face. 
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When she lowered her aim, the 
girl's fists buried themselves 
into the woman's swollen breasts. 
The fight had been in progress 
F half an hour when the two 
exhausted females lay floundering 
among the kitchen ruins. I 
chose that moment to ring for 
an ambulance and get to hell 
i out of there. I was thinking 
H about my own little woman, 
۱ the vehicle of my fantasy. < 
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JODIE LEE vs KELLY SHANNON 


— 


B 


EXCITING, girl wrestling 


x , Videos * 
MARK WAYNE VS JODIE LEE £45 (Cert. 18) 


A mixed bout with no doubt! Feminine fury hits back at machismo male arrogance in this live 
recording of five full and aggressive rounds. The stable and stalwart Jodie Lee ‘Mistress of 
the North' fears no woman, so why should she fear a man! World history suggests she should, 
I hear you say - but no - history was written by men to keep weaker men in their place and women 
on their knees. However, Jodie wants to re-write world history and this video proves ۱١ 


JODIE LEE VS KELLY SHANNON £45 (Cert. 18) 

Five fabulous rounds of female wrestling at its most sportive and competitive best. Jodie and 
Kelly meet up for the first time on video at the thrilling Townsteeple Club match tournament 
which delighted and enthralled the audience and the cameraman! This match provides fuel for 
a further fire as one girl does not get the result she wanted and she 15 a mean loser - defeat 
is not a word in her vocabulary. Her motto "DON'T GET MAD - GET EVENI" - a rematch is sure 
to follow. 


LISA JANE VS DONNA MARIE £45 (Cert. 18) 

Two girls from the west country who dispel the notion that all west country maids are still 
in the farm yard. Lisa Jane and Donna Marie set a fast, furious and unrelenting pace in female 
ring wrestling combat. This frenzy 15 maintained over five rounds of action that is all action 
and no packing. One of the most compelling and skilful bouts of female wrestling action that 
you'll ever see. So if you missed the live event itself, now's your opportunity էօ own a wrestling 
classic. Crowns are for Kings and Queens and these two wrestling ladies are of a Royal Pedigree. 


"MATCH IMPOSSIBLE" £45 (Cert. IS) 

Jodie Lee and Lisa Jane VS Donna Marie and Kelly Shannon 

۱ ladies tag match the audience were promised, well we let them down for there were NO ladies 
in this tag match. Female? Yes! Ladies? Noll With two public warnings issued out to these 
purveyors of mavhem and a referee whose authority became rapidly eroded by female 94116 and 
duplicity no man, ոօ mere mortal of masculine gender could contain four self-willed and powerful 
protagonists.. The camera's ran on as the referee ran out! 
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To: Swish Publications Ltd, 47, Great Guildford Street, London S.E.1. 


Please send me, by return, in plain secure cover, the Video/s ٠ have indicated. ۱ enclose 
my cheque/postal order for £............... made payable to Swish Publications Ltd. 
(Prices include p 8 p ۱١ UK) 
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۸۷۷ VOLUNTEERS TO TAKE ON 
THIS BEAUTIFULLY MUSCLED 
HOUSEWIFE. SHE'S MISTRESS 
IN HER OWN BEDROOM, THAT'S 
FOR SURE. 
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NO Dice MY CRIMINAL FRIEND. I'M NOT GOING TO LET you GO, 
I'LL STAY RIGHT HERE SITTING ON TOP OF YOU AND ENJOYING IT, 
UNTIL 50006 ৯০০ COMES ALONG AND THAT MAY TAKE Å LONG, LONGTIME, 
Dp — 
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